about the nature of wood, glass and iron—internal nature? The nature of
boys and girls. The nature of law? Wasn't that Nature? Wasn't nature in
this sense the very nature of God?
Somehow I had always thought when I read the word 'nature' in a book
or used it in my own mind that it was meant that interior way. Not the
other measly, external way,
Tools!' They have no sentiment for nature. What they really mean by
'nature' is just a sentimentalizing of the rudimentary animal. That's why
they suffer all this confusion of ideas and make all these senseless rules-
foolish regulations and unwise laws.
'What do "they" work them out for? Do they really know anything at
all?'
Now thrown more in on myself by Catherine's being away, I brought
the work in Silsbee's office to bar only to find it more than ever wanting in
any true meaning to the life of the folk who owned and lived in them. It
was all pose, that's what it was. Aimed to be uncommon—unusual—
pictorial. Yes,, it was sheer ordinary sentimentality.
ABLER AND SULLIVAN
Wilcox, preacher's son number four, came excitedly in one day and
leaned on my table. 'Wright,' he said, looking around to see that no one
heard, 'I know where you can get a good job if you want it.'
'Where?'
'Adler and Sullivan.'
My heart jumped. I had already formed a high idea of Adler and Sul-
livan. They were foremost in Chicago. Radical—going strong on inde-
pendent lines. Burnham and Root their only rivals. 'How do you know,
Wilcox?'
'Well, I've just been there myself. Sullivan turned me down. He's look-
ing for someone to make the finish drawings for the interior of the Audi-
torium. I can't make them, but you can. I told Mm about you and he asked
me to send you over to see him.'
'You did, Wilcox? I. . .' Then I thought of Cecil. I called him. Silsbee
was away. We sat in his private office to talk.
'Go on, Frank,' he said, 'you've got pretty much all there is here to get.
Sullivan is the coming man in the West. He may be just what you need.
Anyway, no harm to try and we won't get lost.'
I swept some of my work together and went over to the Borden Block,
top floor.
'Would Mr. Adler do?' Mr. Sullivan was about to leave for St. Louis,
Architects' Convention.
'No. Mr. Sullivan wanted to see me—it will only be for a moment.'
'Name?'
'Wright.'
The easy-natured old clerk came back, held the gate open, and I came in.
Mr. Sullivan was a small man immaculately dressed in brown. His out-
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